i62            HENRY HOWARD: EARL OF SURREY

Escaped from the slaughter of Pyrrhus,
Comes fleeing through the weapons of his foes,
Searching, ail wounded, the long galleries
And the void courts; whom Pyrrhus all in rage
Followed fast to reach a mortal wound;
And now in hand, well near strikes with his spear.
Who fleeing forth till he came now in sight
Of his parents, before their face fell down
Yielding the ghost, with flowing streams of blood.
Priamus then, although he were half dead,
Might not keep in his wrath, nor yet his words;
But crieth out: *For this thy wicked work,
And boldness eke such thing to enterprise,
If in the heavens any justice be,
That of such things takes any care or keep,
According thanks the gods may yield to theej
And send thee eke thy just deserved hire,
That made me see the slaughter of my child,
And with his blood defile the father's face.
But he, by whom thou feign'st thyself begot,
Achilles, was to Priam not so stern.
For lo, he tendering my most humble suit
The right and faith, my Hector's bloodless corpse
Render'd, for to be laid in sepulture,
And sent me to my kingdom home again."
Thus said the aged man, and therewithal
Forceless he cast his weak unwieldy dart.
Which, repulst from the brass where it gave dint,
Without sound hung vainly in the shieldes boss.
Quod Pyrrhus: *Then thou shah this thing report:
On message to Pelide my father go:
Show unto him my cruel deeds, and how
Neoptolem is swerved out of kind.
Now shalt thou die,' quod he.    And with that word
At the altar him trembling gan he draw
Wallowing through the bloodshed of his son:
And his left hand all clasped in his hair,
With his right arm drew forth his shining sword,
Which in his side he thrust up to the hilt.
Of Priamus this was the fatal fine,
The woeful end that was allotted him,
When he had seen his palace all on flame,
With ruin of his Troyan turrets eke.
That royal prince of Asia, which of late
Reigned over so many peoples and realms,
Like a great stock now lieth on the shore;